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and heights and then lay out streets, business sites, and town lots.
The mossy hills were covered with a spiny cactus-like shrub called
the devil's-club. In climbing about, we were always grabbing
devil's-clubs, getting our hands full of needles.
We planked our main streets and built wooden sidewalks. Other
Grand Trunk gangs were moving in. A dock was built on piles;
steamers began unloading merchandise and building materials into
new warehouses. Carpenters hammered at the first business blocks
and houses. A post of the Royal North-west Mounted Police
moved in. I admired the trim, determined young constables and
for a time was tempted by them to join the force. The red cedars
we cleared from the streets we used as fuel. In memory I can
still smell the aromatic smoke that issued from Prince Rupert's
chimneys.
One day when we were in the hills about a mile back from the
harbour, we heard a crashing sound, as if some careless sailors were
throwing barrels off their ship on to the dock. One of my men ex-
claimed that there was a fight in the bay, and we rushed back to
the edge of the hill and looked down on the harbour, a hundred
feet below. There we saw a sublime spectacle in nature—two killer
whales attacking a bull whale which they had cornered in our bay.
Never have I seen such ferocity and never two hunting animals
dispky such team-work. The strategy of the killer whales—huge
beasts themselves, twenty-five to thirty feet long and weighing
several tons apiece—was to drown their prey by keeping his head
under water, at the same time driving him to strand in shallow
water, if they could. This they did by leaping clear of the water,
like a salmon, and coming down on the whale's head.
The thresher whales struck their victim alternately, and their
timing was like that of a boxer. As one slid off the drowning
whale's shoulders, the other was in the air. The thudding of their
bodies carried plainly to us, a mile away. To avoid injury to them-
selves, the killers turned their black backs when in the air, expos-
ing silver bellies to the sky, and came down on their quarry with
their shoulders. The bull whale lashed with his tail, coughed, blew,
and struggled to escape from its torment. We watched the mighty
contest for an hour—until dusk set in and it was too dark to see
any more. When we made our way down to the water front, the

